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AN APPnOACl'.

I. There was a knock at the door.
.; "Corns lal" called oat old George Bethune.

There appeared a middle aged man, of
medium height, who looked like a butler out

j of employment ; bo was pale and dabby of face,
? with ntrroui ores expressive of a sort of lm- -

bo!l amiability.
i " Ah, Hobson I" said Mr. Bethune, In hi lofty

Banner. "Well?"
The landlady' husband oam forward la tbe

I Humblest poaalble fashion : and bl big. promt
1 Bent, vaouout ores Boomed to be asking for a
I little tfonilderatlon and good trill.

"I bee your pardon, air," said lie. In the
moftt deplorable of cockney ocoentt, " I 'umbly
bete your pardon for making o bold; but
knowing- - as rou was ao fond of everything
Hootch, I took the liberty of bringing you a

i Mmphjot eomotblng vary special a friend of
;'- - Bine, sir, reoommended It and then says t to

& 111 m, Lor bless yo, I don't know nothing about
$. Highland whiskey: but there's a gentleman In
W Our 'ouas who Is suro to be a Judge, and If I
6 oan persuade him to try It, he'll be nblo to eay

f It It's the real sort.'"
W "All right, Hobson." said Oeorgs Bethune, In
g. Ms grand war. "Home other time I will see

what it Is llko."
t "Thank you, 'sir. thank you I" said the ex
' butler, with earnest gratltudo; and be went

( sad placed tho bottle ou tlio aldeboard. Then
if, be came back and healtatlngly tookoutanen
,., Telope from his pocket. "And If I might ask

another favor, sir. You seo, sir, In thli'ot
i Weather people won't co to tbe theatre : and

they'ro not doing much; and my brother-In- -
law, the theatrical nconl, he's glad to gat tho
places filled up, to mnko n show, Blr, as you

j" might say. And I've got two dress3lrole seats.
LJ, If you and tho young lady was thinking of go-- u

lag to the theatre night. It's a great
t, favor, sir. as my brother-in-la- said to me as
i he was me tho tickets and arsking me

to get 'em used."
S lie lied; for there was no brother-in-la- and
jp ne theatrical agent In thocaie. lie himself

bad that very nttornoon honestly and straight- -

I' (orwardly purchased the tickets at the box
E oOloe, as he had dono on mora than one oocn- -

t' alon boforo. out of the monoy allowed him for
j personal expenses by his wife; so that bo had
g to look forward to a sevore curtailment of bis
h sin and tobacco for weeks to come.
'J' "Thanks thanks I" said Cloorga Botbuno, as
f be lit his long clay plpo. "I will boe what my
ia granddaughter says w hen she comos In unless
i you would Ilka to use tho tickets yoursolf."
i' "Oh. no, sir. begging your pardon, sit" was
y the Instant rejoinder. " Whon I'aven even- -

;. lug out I go to the Oxbrldgo muslo 'nll-o- er-

1 baps It's vanity, sir but when Chnrloy Cold- -
- atroam gets a hangcore. I do llko to hear
' oomo on 'em call out, ' Says WolBOloy, rays ne
i. Ab. sir. that was tbopioudoat momcatof my'

life when I see Charloy Coldstream come on
:ti the stage and bogln to sing verso alter verse,

and the people choerlng: audi owodlt.allto
$ you. sir; It was you, sir, advised mo to send It

f to him "
" A catching refrain a catching refrain,"

i eald tbe old gentleman, encouragingly. " Just
fitted to get hold of the publlo ear."

" Why, sir." said Hobson. witb a fatuous littlo
J ebacklo of delight, "this worry nf tornoon, as I ,

was coming down Park street. I heard a butch- -
',' er"s boy it I did indeed, sir as clear

, as could bo I heard the words:
I '"bav-- e Wni.eley, eayshe,
T Tu Arabk

j You can light other chap3. but you can't fight
i' Bo' every word I heard. But would you he- -
' "

llevo it, sir. whon I was In tho Oxbrldgo music
'all I could 'ordly listen I was so fnghtonod.

i and mv ears nn' me 'nrdlr able to
breathe. Lor. sir. that was aexperlencol No- -

"
i, body looked at mo. and that wasame.cy I
', couldn't ha' stood It. Even tho Chairman, a
' was not moro than six jards from me. didn't

know who I was, and not bolng acquainted
, With him I couldn't offerhlmbomethlnk. which
e I should have considered it a proud honorso to
Y do on slch an occasion. And it I might make
f eo bold, sir "
i lie was fumbling In his breast pocket.

" What inoro verses r" said Mr. Bethuno,t goo J naturedly. "Woll. lot's seo tbem. But
tako a seat. man. take a scat."

I Itntber timidly he drew a chair In to tho
table ; and then he said with appealing eyes:

t " But wouldn't you allow me. sir, to fetch you
n littlo drop of the whiskey I assure you It's

? tho bestl"
"Oh, very woll vory well; but bring two

tumblers ; single drinking is slow work."
In a few seconds those two curiously assort-

edJ companlons-t- bo ono masslvo and strong
built, lrapresslvo in manner, measured and
omphalic of pcoch, the othor feeble and fawn --

lnc, at once eager and vacuous, his face oor
4 ready to break into a maudlin smlto wore

seated In confabulation together, with some
1 Sheets of scribbled paper between.

"And if you will excuse my being so bold,

j air," continued Hobson, with great humility,
m "but I have been roadlng the little volume of

A. Bcotch songs you lent mo, and and "
&. " Trying your hand at that, too ?"

wft "Only a verse, sir."

fyj Mr. Bethuno took up the scrap of paper and
fjf wad aloud:
P Oletssmson the toddy,

tli toady,
tbe Uvddy.

O leese mo on the toddy
We U lie a wltlle viausul'

" Woll. yes." ho said, with rather a doubtful
air, " you've got the phrases all rlght-oxo- ept

tho willle-waugh- t, and that Is a common error.
To tell you the truth, my friend, there is noI such thing as as a wllllo-wnngh- t. WaugU Is a
hearty drink: n rlcht gude-wiltl- o waught Is a
drink with right good will. ll'ii-trruo- Is
Bothtns a misconception a printer's blunder.
However, phrases do not count for much.

. Scotch pbrasoH do not mnko Scotch song. It Is
not the provincial dialed It Is tho breathing

plrtt that Is tlio llfo" and therewith he re-

peated, in a proud mannor, as If to crush this
.r poor anxious poet by the comparison:
k 1 fe tier Initio dewy fluwer,
r heoloTol), tHcot, andfelr,

',' I liter btr voice In like bird

i M inu'le clutiutlie air,
& I here not a bnnDlo flower tl st eprlnsi

i JJy toun'ein, ilierr, or srren,
Nor yt kliounlf bird ttiet tlnn

r7 tful inlDd me o' uy Jeen,
"Beg pardon, said Hnb- -

I; Bon, Iniulrinuly; for he oWdently thought
i' tbeso Unas were of tho old gentleman's own
mi composition. And then, ashe recelvol nonn- -
fl. awer, for Mt. Bethuno hnd tnruod to his pips,
Lv be resumed, "Ah, I pee, sir, I have not been
B uacessful. Toonmbltloun-toonmbttlo- us. It
ff was you yourself, sir, as udvlsod me to write
II aboutwhat 1 Lnon-im- U and in fact, sir, what

( I see is that thero is notblng like patriotism.
Lor, sir, you should see them ynung fellows at

II the Oxbridge they're as bravo m lions -- os-

peolally whon they've 'ad a gltss. Talk about
R tbe Trench! Tlio 1'reui.h ain't In It, whenwo'ie
I ' got our spirit up. Wo inn t 'and a lot. sir, j es,
E xre can; but don't let them push us too far
U Not too far. It will be a bad any for them when
R they do. An I'nglishinan itm'l given to boil
II Ingi but bo'it a tenor whan hh back' up and
J,' a Hcotchmnn too Rlr. I bog your psrd n I did
I not tqoniiiinythlng, 1 Intended tu lueludn tlio
U Booli'hmun too 1 oj, plr TlierosnI little thing horn, sir n c, nilrmed mo l"tlv
R ' that I should Ilka '( rend to you, it I may

ruakeso bold, I tliuught of sending It to Mr
K Coldstream. I'm euro it would take Inrtliorns
S eomellKlit In tlio l.ngllshtnau yet. an I In thet Bootuhman. loo. fair, ' hy Itutnutly inidjd.

J " A patriotic poem? Well?",
Thus neoureged the nleazed.poet moistened

i' his lips with the whiskey and water bo had
brought for himself and began

lrflru 'AMicjti icwuM uni ard '
H trt'i ( Mdu afield t'i d '
( 'I ( tDU u nn 1 1

viytati no, nn'
Then tils voice bad a more vsllunt ring in it

i ' Mioivjl(euoUAeuiuii
fj UhawlUiiUlUr l, iav ilj n

l' lifKmlnH tthUtllf
lie bald, ' Who will sweep the (oe

away?" but these llltle reoullarltlas were lost
In the fervor of bis enthusiasm.

Vtr Wood

He paused after eacli nam ne It listening for
the thunderous cheering of tbe Imaginary
audience.

' Ant many anoihtr 'mul i food
rArfrt mtrntnlo IM lIMr W

rorlhtlr country;
Thon there was a touch of pathos

fare Mee u.ll, love, and adltut
But that was Immediately dlsmlsaod

riirctr InoueMi I hate than iou ,
II e telU ttrlve lil daiiard ctiw

Into iraro y

And then be stretched forth his right arm,
and daolalmed In loud and portentous tones:

(At eloMly ttnlttflrld t
.sot IStnt-th- tt tit d thtl lltt'i I

Hurrah I hurrah ' cur tlart'i iialtd '

Hint cktert tor Haurv I

Suddenly his faoo blanched. For At this mo-
ment tbo door opened i n tall woman appeared

with astonishment and Indlguatlou only too
legible on hr angular featutes." Hobson I" she exclaimed : nnd at this awful
sound tho bold warrior seemed, to collapse Into
a limp rag. "I am surprised --Im Indeed sur- -

lteally. sir. how can you encourage
Erioedl such Impudence?. Heated uliourown
table and drlnulng, too, I dnclaro." sbo went
on. as she lifted up tho deserted tumblor-f- or

her warlike husband had haitlly picked up his
1188. and anlshed from tho room. "Itoally.
sir, suoh familiarity."

"In the republic of letters, my good Mrs,
Hobson." said Mr. Bethuno wlthasmllo, all
men are equal. I nave been much Interested
In somo ot your husband's writings.''

"Oh. sir, don't put sliti things tn his 'end'"
said she, ns she proeeodod to lay tho cloth for
dlnuor. "lie's a fool, und that's bad onough:
but If so being you put things In his 'end, and
he giving ot bltuseir nlM, It II be hawul I bat
good he is to anybody 1 dnon't Itnow. ne won't
clean n winder or black a boot oven."

"How can you ox poet It y" Oeorgs Bethuno
said. In perfect good humor. "Manual labor
would bo a degradation. .Mono! geniusought
to bo supported by the titnto,"

"In tbo workus. 1 snppose " shosald. sbnrply.
But here Malsrle Uotliune cumo up stairs nnd
Into tbe room, carrying somo parcels In her
band, and Instantly tho landlady's fto chang-
ed Its exptesslou nnd boenmo as amlablo and
smllinc as tlio gaum lonturas would allow.

At dinner tho old mnn told his granddaugh-
ter that ho had proi ured (bo did not sny how)
places at tho Iheatre for tho following
oenlng. nnd scorned to be pleased at this lit-

tle break In their oulot lives.
" But why did you go to suoh expenso. grand-

father I" Malsrlo sabb " You know I nm ciulto
happy ongugh In stendlnutheoonlngnthomo
with you. And evory day now I ask mjself
when I am to begin copying tbo pooms lor tho
volume, you know, ouhnvo eont lor them to
America, bavin t you I But really you bine
such a wnnlorftil memory, grnnulatbor, I o

you could ropent them nil and I could
write them down-a- nd lot tbo prlntors hnvo
tben I was bo glad whon jon lot mo help you
with Iho book sou publlsliod In Montroal and
you kuow :ny writing Is clonr onnugb ynu i

what tbo foreman prlntor said I Bou't
you think we could begin grnud-fath-

! It plensos you to repeal tboso beauti-
ful orses-v- ou aiu so fond of thorn and pioud
of them because thoy nro wrllten by Scotoh-men-nn- d

Inmsuralt would be a delight to
mo to write tbem out for jou."

"Oh, yes jos. lie said, fretfully, but not to-
night, iou'ro always In such n hurry. Mnlsro "
And then be nddcii, in a gentlor way: " Well,
It Is n wonderful blessing, a good memory. I
noxer want for r. lompanlon. when l'o a
Ucotch nlr or u scotch onc bumming through
ray brain. On the dnrkost nnd ottot day.
hero in this big city, what hno you to do but
think ot

The broom, the yel'ow, r'low broom,
Ibe broom o die i owdiukti'in-- '

nnd at onro vou hae before you golden banks
and meadows and Juno sklo-- . nun nil olse Is
forgotten. Indeed. Inss. N otlaud has bi'oomo
formosuchaBtorohousoof boautltul things
In lmaglnatlon-tb- itl am nlmost afrabl to re-
turn to it. in oase the reality might disappoint
me. No.no. It could not disappoint me: I
treasure eory Inch of the Kacred soil; but
sometimes 1 wonder If you will iocogni7o the
magloand witchoryof bill nnd glen. As for
me. tbero Is naught oleo 1 fear now: thoro are
no human lies I nhall hae to take up again; I
shall nut hno to mourn the 'Bourocks o'
Bargeny.'"

" ft hat Is that, grandfather ? "
"If you had boon brought up In Scotland.

Malsrle, you would hae kuown what the big- -
o' bouroolts was among children plny-ous-

In tbe sand. But somotlmes tne word
Is applied to huts or cottage-- , ns It Is in tho
title of Hew Alnlle's poem. That poem Is ono
that IpIibII bo proud togle a place to In my
collection." he continued, with nn ulrof Im-
portance. "HewAlnslle Is no more with us;
but his oountrymen, whothor In America or ut
home, are not likely to loiget tho 'Bourocks
o' ltnrgeny.' "

' ton you remomber It. g'nndfnthor'"
"i .in I not'" said he; and tneruwlth he re-

pented tbo lines, never faltering once for a
phrase

I left ye Jeanle b'oomtnir felr
foamr the bourncki o lierireny,

t e to itid ye on the baakeo' Ar,
Uut uir e re altera 1. .leetile

I left )o like Hie nantou lento
Tint plate'miiiiir lliiUyed t heatber,

1 . v k.uqJ yo noo a aober dame
A Kite and eke a inlther

I left e 'mettf the leat vs tae gTeea
In rustic wee t betutin .

l'e found ye bucktt like a queen,
111 iialnted cbaumer uttln
e r fairer, etMtelier, I can Fee.
Yo re lr. nae doubt. Jeanle;

Put otr Id rather met wr thee
'Maug tbe bourockeu' llarffsuyl

"It's very sad, grandfather," she said, wist- -

"The way of tho world tho way ot the
world, 'said ho; and obdening that sho hud
flnlshod and was waiting tor blm. he forthwith
rose and wont to the mantelpiece for his pipe.
"There's muny a true story of that kind. Well.
Malsrle, you'll just get your IoIln. and we'll
buo tbo 'Broom o' tbe Cowdenknowes i' " And
Millie ho went to fottb the violin, and as he
cut bis tobacco, ho sang In a quaerlng
voice

Oh the broom, the bonnle, bonnle broon.
The broom u IheCuwdeukuowci

f nliri 1 w, re at heme ajaln
bero tbe btoom eae atreetly erovrs I

And then he went to the window to smoke
bis pipe In peace nnd quiet, while MuItIo.
seated further bncu In tho shadow ot tbo room,
played lor htm the n air. uld she
guess nnd fear that she might havo an audi-eno- o

ol mora than oner At all events her
doubts wuro soon resohed. When she bad
ceased, nnd nfler a second or so of sllenco.
there came another sound Into the prevailing
hush It nasoneof thebongi Wltbotit Words,
and It was t'oliu played with oonsldorublo del-
icacy and cbnrm.

"Hollo." said Mr. Bethuno, when he heard
the llrst noioj. have wo a mu-
sical neighbor now'"." Ves. grundlnther." Malsrle replied, rather
timidly. "Last night, when you were out,
some one played."

"Ah. a muBto mistross, I dare say. Poor
thlng-perh- aps all alono-a- nd wishing to be
friendly In this sort of fashion."

They listened without furthor snoech until
the Infrt notos bad gradually dlod uwai.

"Now. Malsrlo Ills your turn "
"Oh. no, grandfather!" she said, hastily.
"Whynotr"
"It would bo llko answering to a stranger."
"And are we not all sfrangernr" be said,

gently. " I think It is n very pretty Idea, if thatis what is mennt. Wo II soon Fee. Co mo,
MnUrle something more than tho plu9blng ot
a fountain something With nortborn tiro in
It. VYhv not 'Helen of Kirkcotinell'"'

Tho girl was ery nbedlont. she took up her
violin, and presently sbo was playing Unit
strangely simple air that nevertheless is it bout
as proud and passionate and piteous ns tho
traglu etory to which it is woddod. lVrnaps tho
Blrangermer tlieie did not know the linlliid;
butOeorgo llethune know It only too woll; and
bis voice almost broke Into a sob ns bo said;
When sbo had llnlshod

"Ab, Malsrlo, it was no muslo raastor
taught you that; It was boru In our nature.
HometimeB 1 wonder If noupnclty forlmen'--
eympnth) means an eo.unl capacity for suiter-lug-- H

is sad If It should be so a thlok ekln
would bo wholesomer ns far as I have seon
the world; and lew have soon moro of It. Well,
what has our neighbor to sayr"

Their unseen companion on tbo other side ot
the little thotoughtaro retoondod with n unltr.
of ChoDln'B a mysterious, elusive tort of a
thing, tha' doomed to fade away Into tho dirk
nil her thnn to oouso. Malsilo appealed

toi ontinuu thlsiu tittle programme:
but bor grandfather overrulod her; aud named
tho airs for bor to plai, one by one. In olteruu-t- l

n with those coming from the opon window
opposite. At luBt she bald sbo was tired. Itwnstlmofortbegnses to be lit. and tho hot
wntor brought up for bor gmndfnthoi a toddy.
Ho Bhe clasud the window and pulled down tho
blind, lit up thn room, rang tho bell foi the aot
water, mul then placidly sat down to tier
knitting, ulillo bergraudfathor. brewing him- -

an uninlstiiknblogudo.wllliu waught. and
Ightiugnnotnor iipe, inoceudcd to enteitnln
lei with u ramolIngdls'iulBltion upon the world

nt largo, but especially upon his own trmols
nn eiperioiiee therein, his pbiloBniihleitl
thnorios, nnd his reminiB enees ot the Bcotch
ouuiitry-xlil- ii ballads of his youth.

'Unit in) Bile and onigmnttc conversation
with their neighbor oor tho way was not con-
tinued on tbo following evening, for tbo old
mu n and his granddaughter went to tbo thea-tr-

but on tbo uet night agnlu It wns
nnd thernnltor, ouulmoit everveeu-Ju- g

the two windows lepllod to o i'h other us
tbe twilight d "iioued into dusk. And Malsrlo
Win less lulurt.illt lion bill ulniObt took tills
llltle e iip-- i ti ii ""ir n a matter oi cuius 1 r
ono thing, the Mrnngjr homer ho or she
might be, did not Benin in any way aiuious tu
liUHli the ueiiunlutiince nny lurluor, no one

far nppenrod at that npou window, nor had
hlie ever encountered any one aiming out as
Bhe stood ou Ihe doori-tc- waiting for her
nrandfathor, Ah for blm ho still main-mine- d

that tho new occupant nf tboie rooms
unlet bo a womau-perh- tps Homo shy creature
willing to think that bhe bud friendly neigh,
born, mid vet uf raid to show herself. Besides,
tho inij.lo Hint oniiie Ii roBponso to Mnl.rle's
Hi'otch alls wns hardly what iniuin would outx '
rhoeen TheBtrangerorertheruseeiiiedohlully ,

fomt of Meudelseiihn ( hopln and Moan;
though oci'unlonai.y there was an oxcumlon I

Int i Iho llnisIMn domain ' Mra$tUuw
, on Oti biant," " l.i nlten drit jlieikr turn

Thorn hlnaut." "Van mrinem lleroU jnmi i
tctifklm," or something of that kind: whereas.
If It hnd baon a man who. occupied those
rooms, surely they would have, heard-dur- lng

the day. lor fine, bold
ditty Iko "Wlraon tho Cellarer.'' "The
Bay of Biscay." or "The Friar of Orders
Gray," with a strident voice outroarlng the ac-

companiment, Malsrle nnswered nothing to
theso arguments, but in spite of herself, when
she had to cross the room, for something or
othor, her oyes would seek that mysterious va-

cant wlodow witb however rapid and circum-
spect a glance. Aud always in vain. More-
over, the plnno was never touqhed during the
day. the stranger lnarlably waited forthotwl.
light before seklng to rosume that subtle link
of communication.

Of course this stato of things could not go on
foroot unloss the, person oyer there

the gift of Invisibility. One morning ns
Malsrle and borgrnndfathor were going out as
usual for a stroll lu the park. Bhe went down

first and along the lobby aud opened the
Stairsto wait forblm. At the very same InstHiit
the door opooslto was ononed, and there, sud-
denly prosentedtohervlew. wnsavouugman.
lie was looking straight aoross-s- he was look-
ing straight noross-th- elr eyes met without
the slightest cbnnee of convocation or denial ;

and each know that this was recognition.
Thoy regarded eaob other but for ft swift iieo- -

but as ulnlnly as possible be had snid to
find, ."bo you guess? Are you angry?

do not be, nngryl" and then his
Blanoo was averted: he shut the door behind
him. and slowly orocoeded on bis way. Wa;
sho fttn prised? No. Perhaps she was startled
by tho unexpectedness of the meeting: per-
haps her heart was beating a littlo more quick-
ly than usual: but a profound Instlnot had

told bor that It was no woman who had
spoken to bor In thoso dusky twilights, ovenlng
alter eveulng. A woman would not have
wrappod borsolf up in that mysterious; se-

crecy. A woman who wished to make friends
with her neighbors over tho way would havo
como to tho window, would have smiled,

have mado somo excuso for calling,
Jrould did not ostensibly look alter tho young
man but sho could seo blm all the enme,
until he turnod the corner, bhe was vaguely
troublod. Tho brief glonoo sho had met bad In
It n kind of nppoal, And she wished to sny in
roturn thnt she was not olTonded: that, being
strangers, thoy must remain strangers; but
that alio hnd not taken bis boldness HI. 8he
wished to say-s- ho did not know what. Then
her grandfather eamo down, nnd thoy wont
away together: but she uttorod notnsyllnble
as to what bad just oecurre I. It was nil a

to bor. that left hoi- - a little
biimlhloss when she trlod to think .of It.

That night, when the oustomnry tlmo arrived,
sho rofiiBod to tnko up her violin, nnd when
hergrnndfntbor remonstrated sho had nodo-llnlt- o

excuso. Sho hesitated and stammered,
said they had not plnyod chess foroerso long,
oi would he rnthorhno n game of draughts t
anything b'it the violin.

"Are ou forgetting your d nolgh-borov-

tliero '' bor grandfather 'It
wlllbeiiUlto n disappointment for her. Poor
thing, Itnpponis to bo tho onlysociety she has:
wo neer bear a sound otherwise, there seems
to bo noonooercomo to talk to her during tho
day. or w should hear n voloo now and again."

ios but. grandfather." eald Malsrlo. who
soemedmuch ombarrnsaod. "don't you thlnK
It a littlo imprudent to-- to oncourago this kind
of -- of answering each othor without knowing
who tho other porson is"Why. what oan be moro harmless I" he pro-
tested. cheorfully, and thon ho wont on: "Moro
bnimless thnn mudc nothing nothing!
bong Is tho solnco of human lire : In joy It Is thn
natural oxpres-jln- of our happiness, tnilmos
oftroublolirolreslies thn heart with thoughtfl
of other nnd brighter days A light honrt a
heart that can sine to ltell that Is the thing
to carry you through life, Mnlerlo'" And he
himself. 09 he crossed tho room to foteh a bot
or matches, was trolling goyly. with a tine
bravura execution:

The boat rocks at the rder o1 Lelth.
u' loud the win 1 bluwi rrae the ferry ,

Tbe ship rllrsbr tlie Uerwlct Law.
And 1 maun leave my bonnle Mary.eeeee(to fetch to me a pint o wine.
And nil It in a il er tame.

That I me driuk before 1 uo
A service to my bounle lassie.

But It not the roar o' sea or ibore
Wnuld make me longer Ub to tarry,

TtoriUouuo war that heard afar
It'e leavtuir tbee my bonnle Mary.

Malsrle was not to be moved: but she
down-henrte- d a little. As tlmo went on

tho elloncj In tho little street Boomed some-
how to nccot her: she know sho wns respon-
sible. Sho was playing draughts with hergrand-fathe- r,

Inn periunctory soit of way. She re-
membered that glancoof appeal sho could not
forget It and this had b jen her answer. Then
all of a sudden her baud that boerodoer the
board trembled, aud she bad almost dropped
the piece that was In hor fingers; for theio bad
eprung Into tbo stillness a d sound

It was an nlr sho knew well enougb she
could aimost recognize the words:

JvarMlgall. teft Aor dtch ilnocn,
.r Utrt llulmlr lm LeVit tprinien.
Aonin nur eald una tag miri iooH
II I; IcA mid Krftainm toll.

Hor grandfather stonned the game to listen,
BDd when tho soft melody bad ceased he snld:

"There, now. Malsrlo. that Is an Invitation;
you must nnswor."

"No. no. grandfather." sho sold, almost In
distress " I would ruther not you don't kuow

you must find out somothlng about about
wnoovor It Is that plays. I nm suro It would
bo better. Of courso It Is oulto harmless as
you say oh. les. quite harmloss bu: I should
like you to get to know tl rat Quito harmless, ot
courso but I am frightened nbout a stranger

not frlgbtenod, of courso but don't ask me,
grandfather!"

Well, It was not of much concern to him; and.
as he was winning all along the lino, he will-
ingly returned to tho gamo. It had grown so
dark, howover, that Malsrle bad to go and light
the gas haing drawn dowu tho blinds llrst,
us was her Invariable habit. When she enmo
bacs to the table she saomodto broatbe mure
froely. though alio was tboughtful and prooo-cuple- d

not with tho game. Tho music nn tho
other side of tbo way was not resumed that
ovenlng. as far as thoy could hoar.

Several days passed: and each evonlngnow
was silent. Malsrle saw notblng moro ot tho
young man: Indeed, sho studiously rolrained
from nlnnclng across to tho other side of tho
street etcoot when she was going out. and
wanted to makosuio tbero was no ono tbore.
But something wns now nbout to happen that
entirely altorod this disposition of ailalis.

One morning Oconto llethune and his grand-
daughter b.id gone for their accustomed stroll
In Hyde Park, und In course of time had taken
thalr places nn a bonch near tho Borpentino,
while tho old man had pulled out a nowspaper
and bogun to read It. The day was sultry,

an occasional stirring of wind : and Mala-rl- e

sitting thore, and baling nothing to do but
look nt tho water, nnd tho trees, an 1 the sky.
obsorved thnt nil tbo world around hor wus
gradually giowing darker. In the south,
especially, the bouvons wero ot a curi-
ous moiilllo hue a livid gray, as It
wero: whllo across that hung two belts ot
deepest purpln that romnlnod motlouloss,
wbllo other and lighter tags of vapor wore In-
tertwisting with ench other or molting away
Into nothingness. Tboso two clouds weto not
of the usual cloud form nt all-th- oy wore rnthor
llko two enormous torpodoos lying horizon-
tally ono abovo tho other: and there wns a
sombro do.idnoss of buo about them that
looked ominous. Suddenly, ns she was thus
vaguely regarding thoso lougpurplo swathes,
thoro i an across them springing vertically
upwurd-- n quivering llnoot yell iw llame-- so

tblu it was. It appeared like a thread of golden
wlre-a- nd when that had vanished, thore was
a second or two of sllenco, followed by n dull,
low. rumbling uotse that soomod to como fiom
a considerable distance. .Sbo was not much
alnnnad. Thero were no signs ot a torrtllo
thundoi storm: probably a few moro flashes
would r.ono to looseu and dlsporse thoso low-
ering clouds, nnd allow Ihe day 10 clenr.

It was at this moment that n young man
enmo up nnd addressed Mr. Bethuno with a
ceitalnrnurtoous hesitation, aud yet In frank
and Ingenuous tones.

'I beg our pardon, sir. snld he, but may
I claim tho prhilego of a nolgbbor to oiler you
this umbrella I'm afraid tbero's a shower
coming, nnd the young lady muy got wf t."

It was n pleasant voice. Oeoige Bethuno
looked up well dlsposod toward the stranger,
whoever ho might bo. And tbe fa e ot tbo
young man was albo prepossessing; It was
somethltig moro than hnndsomo; It was Intel-
ligent nnd rellned, nndtbebonestandstrnlght-tor- n

in d oyos bad a certain ennfldenco lu Iboin,
as If they wore not used to having tholr friend-
ly a iMtnces repulsed.

" I thank you I thank you " said George
Betbune. with, much dignity. ."Iliad not

But you will wnnt tho iimbrolla tor
yoursolf we con get sheltor undor the trees."" Would thnt be wise, sir. In a thunder
storm r" snld tho young mnu. "oh. no, lot mo
glvo ynu the umbrella 1 don't mind a Fbower

and It won't bo more than that. I fancy,"
(leoigo I'othtino accopted tho courtesy,
"llore, Mntsrlu since this young gentleman

Issoklud you'd better bo propnrou. A neigh-
bor did you buy, sir t" ho contuiuod" A very neurnoIghbor."unBiered tho joung
man, with a smile, nnd bo bentod himself by
theslilo of Mr. liotbunu without mora ado. " 1

have olten thought o: to you and ask-
ing to bo allowod to niak" ruin aciinaln ,tuc;
for you seem to havo vory fow wsltorH-yo- u
Villpaidou mvomlosltv while I biuo none '

"Ob. really roally " thoold man sail, sumo.
whntvnguoly poihnps bo was wondering h iw
sofiHillli'Ssly ullirod a luung gentleman his
imtent-lentlie- r boots, f t eviiiuplft. wore nf tho
most iiptuovi'd pattern should hto chosen
lodgings In so butnb'x a thoroiunfare.

'It Lnory unlet little corner is It not r" tboyoung man nald, almost null
unspoken question. " 1 hat is v uy ll suits inn ;
1 c in get nn with my bo ks without Interrup-
tion. The street Is so small that It Isn't woi h
an organ minder's while to waste time In it."t" Muslo Is a sad thing for Interrupting study;
1 know that." tbe old gentleman obnorted. ' lly
the way, I bopo wo do not disturb you-- my

granddaughter ploys tbe violin ometlmes
"I could llstan to thnt kind of muslo all day

long," was the response. "I never heard suoh
violin playing most beautiful'"

'"lnen ou nr not faraway from ub?"" lllght oi posttu " was tho answer.
BOeorge llethune glanced at the loung man
with a look ol uulev nmuKement; ha wus thinkIngot the palo muslo intstress -- tbo soliuny
widow oi his Imagination. SH
'"And play a little In tha' C,P
"I bop you didn't think It rude, sir." (he

young man aald. humbly. "I thought it per-
missible, as between neighbors."

"Oh. they wero protty littlo concert!, snld
George Betbune. "Vary
pretty llltle concerts. I don t know why they
wer stopped. I supposo Malsrlo bad somo
fanoy-- my granddaughter Malsrlo- -'

It was a Itlnd of introduction. Tbo young
man, modestly veiling the uulok nasti of de-
light In bla eyes at tbla unexposed bapplnoss,
respectfully Lowed. Malsrlo. with her beauti-
ful pale face snlTusod with unusual color, made
some brief Inclination also. Than she seemed
to rotlro again from this conveisatlon, though
sbo could not but overhenr.

"My nnmeisllorris" the young mnn said,
ns though these eonfldencos wero nil as n mat-tor-

courbe betweon neighbors. "It Isn't a
distinguished namo. but one has to tnke what
Is given. It Is not of conseriucnco."

"I am not so sura about that," the oldor man
rojolned. somowbat soutontiousiy. "A good
namo Is a good thing, It Is on honor not to be
purobasod. It may be tho only one of your
possessions remaining to ou, but of that thoy
cannot rob you. '

Oh, of courso, of course," Vln Harris said,
quickly, for ho pereolvod tho mlstnko ho had
mado. "An old blstorlo name Is certainly
something to be proud of. By the way, sir. did
your family originally tako their name from
Bethonon tbesartbeor Iioui Betbune In tbo
Department of Culale?" ....Betbune Betbune," man. who
appoarod to bo pleased by this question, whloh
spoko of previous inquiries; and then .lie
added, with a Jolty nlr: 'The Duu do hullr.
Mamma de Hobuv, Noverolgn Prlnco of

liols-be- l. Grand Mastor of the
Artillery and Marsh nl of Irnnco. was

do Bethuno."
"Oh. really." said the young man, who

Bcemod much Impressed.
"Tbe name." continued old Georgo Bethuno.

In tho same oraoular vein "was often spolt
Beaton nnd Betnn-ospqcl- ally In Scotlnnd-- ns
everybody knows. Whather James, Archbishop
of Glasgow, and hlsnephow David, Arohblehup
of tit. Andrews, bad uny Immediate relation-
ship with Prance-beyo- nd that Duvld wns

Bishop of Mlropolx whon ho was
tho mnrrlago ot Jnmes V. at tho

ironch Court I cannot at tbo moment
but of this thero can bo no doubt,

that from Bethuno In tlio north enmo the orig-
inal territorial designation "f the family, nut
fronillotbon in the west. Maxlmtlleudo Be-
thuno Bolbuno In tho Department of tho
Straits of Calais."

"Ob, really," tho young man said ngnln,
quite humbly.

Now by this tlmo It hnd bocomomnnlfost
that thero wns to bo no thunder storm at all.
Thoro bad boen n few moro of tboso quivering
strokos of yellow II ro (that dwelt longer on tbo
retina thati in tho clouds) ncoompanlod by
somo dlstnnt mutterlngs nnd runndiugs; nnd
at ono polut It seemed us if tbo dioadO'l-showe-r

Wero coming on: but all pasd uiT
gradually and uulotly: tbo bkyeluwly bright-
ened : n nolo sunsliino begun here nnd tbero lo
touch the greensward nnd tho sliivorlng elm.
This young man hnd no exeuso for remaining
here: but hn seemed to forgot: ho wns so busy
t liking -- and tulklng In a vory plonsod nnd

d fashion, with uu occasional glanco
ncto-- s at tbo joung lady.

'Grandfather.' wild ilolrlo Bethuno pres-
ently, banding him the umbrella as n blm

But oteu when Vln Harris ro elved his prop-ort- y

bank, bo uppenrod to tako no heed. Ho
had obsorved that the nowspnpor lying on tbo
old man's knoo was the 'J id unto i,ltf, bo
drew attention to tho circumstance; and uow
nil bis talk was or tjueons Park. Lake Ontario,
ot King htreot. (Jueen stroot. Church htreet. of
the Inhibition groumls, of Park Jslaud. nnd
Block House Buy. und tho Boyal l.imadlan
inchtUub. .co ho lial been thorn too Ota,
es bo had been all over Canada and Ameiica.

Ho wasasfa-ullla- r with Idaho ns with Brook-b-
Ho had fished In the Adirondack's und

shot mountain slioop in tho Hockles.
"Vim havo been to Omaha, then?" tbo old

mnn nsked.
' Oh. yes, of courso."
' Tor my granddaughter horo "hocontinued,

Witb a smile. "Is an Omaha glrk"
"Ob. Indeed." said Vln Harris, rather bronth-lessr- y.

and again bo ventured to look aoio3s to
Malsrle Bothune and her downcast eyes.

"Yes. but only oy tho accident of birth." said
Georgo Betbune. instantly, ns if he must needs

unrd against nny misapprehension. "Liery5 rop of blood In ber veins is Scotch nnd of a
right good quality, too. Woll, you havo henrd
you havo hoard. Do you think any one could
understand thoe old Scotch nlrs who was not
herself Kcotoli In heart and soul ? "

" I never hoard anything so beautiful, tho
young mannnswerod in nn undertone; indeed
ho seemed hardly capable of talking nbout
her. any more thnn he could fix his eyes stead-
ily on bor face, ills forced glances w ro timor-
ous nnd fugitive. There was something ea-cr-

that kept him at a distance. It was
onough to be conscious tint sbo was there,
his only prayer was that she should remain;
that ho nnd sho should be together, if n littlo
wny apart, looking at the same ekles and w ater
and troos, breathing the same nlr. hearkening
to tho some sounds, ao he Kept oa talking to
tho old man In rather a nervous and ongcr
fashion fearful all the time that eltbor of them
should proposo to go.

Ana tnus it came noout mat young iinrns
doomed to have a good deal to say lor himself;
be appeared to forgot thnt he was sneaking to
two strangers; rather he wasohattlngwitb two
neighbors, whom no wished to I o bis triende.
And tho old man. in his and dig-
nified way. was iitilto content to encourage
this now aciiuaintance. Ills convor-r.tio- n

was tomothing to pass the tlmo withal:
bo was modest, Intelligent;
tbero was au nlr of distinct on about
him that showed good bringing up,
an well as some declelon of character.
No doubt he was of a woultliy family or ho
could n thavo spont ho much ot his time In
travel; by nccident ho had mentioned ono or
two n people ns though ho were in
tho tiabit of familiarly meeting wlththom;
from somo pnslug hint as to tho nature of his
Btudios Mr. Dothuno gathered that this

pleasant-smilin- g neighbor was
dostined for n publlo career. There was even
something interesting to ono who hnd grown
old and callous lo the world's shows In noting
the bright enthusiasm ot tbo oung man the
clear light in bis oyes. the Lenornl nlr ot
strength nnd case nnd courage that sate lightly
on him as botlttlngone who was In tbe very
ilav-mor- n of his youth.

But ut last, for s sake, V incent Harris
had tu breakup this all too attractive com-
panionship. Ho said, with gte.it humility

"1 am sura I ought to itfuloglze to Miss
Betbune for having tnkon up bo much of your
time, ltatlieran unwarrantable Intrusion; but
1 don't think there is any chance of ram com-
ing now and and sol will a.iy good-by.- "

Hood-b- y glad to have mado your acquaint-nnce.- "
said uld George Buthune, with gruvo

courtesy.
And Malsrle mado blm n little bow for ho

was looking nt her rather suppllcatinglyns ho
raised bis hat and withdrew i heir ojes had
metoncemorn; bho rould not w'll luivo avoid-
ed that. And of course bho snv him ns ho
walked away southward, iicro?B tho bridgo,
until be dlbappoared.

"A vory agreeablo young mnn, thnt." said
Mr. Bethuno, with decision, ns ho rose to bla
feet and intimatod to his grnnddaughtor that
thoy bad better but forib again. "Prank lu
mnunor. gentle, courteous, intelligent, too
vory dlflorunt from m ist of the young mon."

Ills grnnddaughtor wub silent ns she walked
by bis side.

"What don't you think bo. Mnlsrle?" ho
snld, with n touch of impatience, for bo was
Uboil to hor nssout,

"1 think." sho uuuwnred. n little proudly,
"that bo showed a c od denl of confidence In
coming to speak to vou without knowing ou;
and ns for his plating thoso airs In tbo evening,
and in bucIi a wny woll. 1 don't llko to use tho
woid liuportluonoo-b- ut Bllil "

He wus surmised; porb tisn trlllo voted.
"ImpHrtlnunco. Nonsonba I Non&enso

Fraukus's und nolghborllness that was nil;
no intrusion, nouu : a more modau oiing man
1 have nover mot. And us for bis coming tin to
sponk to me, why, hlo-- s my lib), that merely
shows tbe bumauulngolleots of tinvol. It Id
like people meeting at a table d'tmtoiutid
what I tuo world but a nig tublo d'b.'to. whoro
you Hpeok wltlnournelglibor for a little whilo
ntul go your way nnd foiget bint I Confidence

Impeitlnenco nunsonsol Ho was natural,
unulldcted. outspoken as u voung mnn should
be: In fact, I lound unsolf on b icti friendly
tortus with him that I foigot to thank him lor
tho littlo servlco bo did us did you 1 pliould
any. Baahtulness. Mabrio." ho continued. In
his more eoutentlnu mannor "bushfulness
and btUTuoss nioumoug tho worst chuiacterix-tk- s

of tbo untravollud and untaught, U ho ure
we vvhutovor may be our lluongo and pride of
blitli thnt wo should tonio ourselves round
with a palisade of suspicion or disdain I"

"Ho bad no right to come up und sponk to
you, grandfather," wn-- . all sbo would say, und
that withaqul ounuHual HriunesH.

In tbe ovonlLg, nffor dinner, whon tho timo
caineut wiileh.Mal.-rl- wns n eustomeil to till, o
tin liorvlollu, thoro wis obvlousli n littlo

But Georgo Bothuue trlod io
bre-i- tluough that i forcod dlbpluy of
goulnlity,

"Como, now, Mil irlo." ho, lu a cay
fashion, "our noikiib r ovot tho way was
Htrjlgbtfoiwiiriloui'ii.'litoi'oiuu up and orior
us lilshnud, und wo nin-- t roturn tho comp'l-mn-

Ono good turn desonoa unoihor, tut
voui violin, tnd plat Kouiuthlni ho will uu-d-

stand." .
"iirandfutlier. how '"an you ask mo "sbo

said, nlmobi imllgnnntly. and thuro was that
luthetoiio of ber volto that forbade lilm tu
prose bor furthor

But porb.ips tbo unlrnrsal pllllnoss (hut
theroultur cnvoiol somo kiidof
to tun, i r perhaps hor heart snfiennd u.

little. At nil events - io presently nald in
rather u low olci uu i w thnillllld ntmniiuoi

"Oraudlatnoi if y u It nm niulli think ;iuvoung gentloiiiun wihed to be kind and oblig-
ing nnd-lf- ou would iko io hIiow blm soniu
little pnllteno5 in return otildn't ou step
across the way- - an bee blm nnd t ill tn
blm for a lew minutes ' Perhaps ho would b
glad of that. If he Is lie slono. '

'Aoapltni Ides, MalHile' the old man said,
rising at once. "A capital Idea." And then bo
added with an nlr of lofty complacency und
condescension as bo selected ncouplu j'f

books on Hih sldeboaiil- - j

'Perhaps I might as woll tnko over the
.Wtunirfw vtltb nie. It Is mil at ull unlikely ho
may wish to knmv rowoihliiK further about
MaKlunlloa do Hotbiin.' I am not suiprl-e- l

not nt all burnrlrad that a young mnn cu inl
Harris should pert sire that, there Is bums-thin- g

la the grandeur ol an old uuiuy."
17b it (krautti.l I
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BOOK I. onAPTEil I.

THE BILEKT ISLE,

Come with us, ye whose hearts are set
On tiae, tbe Present to forget:
Come with us where the tnoonlUht Alls

The holt iwi ot the faltr hills.
Vt heretlrooni the visionary vine
Men cruih to yield hrarts' anodyne'
Crime read the tlilnci wher-o- f yo know
Thtt Mere nnt, and could tiof he tit
The murmur of Ihe fallen crtedi,
Like winds among wind shaken reeds
Along the banks of holy Ml

bhall echo In jour ears the whiles
The tables nt the North and South
Shall inlnde In a modern mouth i

The fanile s ot the W est an I Bait
shall Rock and nit about the f.ft.t
Like doves that cooled, with waring wing.
The banquet of the Cyprian king,
n d shapes ot long that do not die
shall haunt the halls ot mem ery,
And though the Bow shall prelude olesr
Bhrlll as the song of Gunner s spear.
There anls er sobs from lnte and tyre
That murmured of The World's Pestre.

There lives no man but he hath soen
1 he W orld s bcslre. the fairy Queen
Nbne but hath teen her tn hit cnt.
Not one but loves what he has L

None Is there but hath heard her slug
Divinely through his wandering.
Not one but he hath follow eJ far
Tl e rortent of the O'eedlng Star-No- t

one but he hath chancel to wake,
Dreat isd of tbe Htar and found the tinako.
Yet, through his dreams, a wandering Ore,

Still, still sie flits, Tui UonuuN Uanaal

Across the vvldo backs of the waves, bonoath
the mountains, nnd botweon tho lslnnds, n ship
enmo stealing from tbo dark into tho duak.
nnd from tho dusk into tho dawn. Tho ship
hnd only ono mast, ono broad brown sail with
a star ombroidered on It lu gold ; her stom nnd
"tern wuro built high and carved llko n blid's
bonk; her prow was patntod Bcarlot. nnd Bho
wns drhou by oars as well as by tho wostern
vlnd.

A man stood nlono on tho half dock at the
bows, a man who lookod always forward,
through the night, nnd tho twilight, and the
cloar morning. Ho was of no grant stature,
but broad-breaste- d and very
with many stens of strength. Ho had bluo
oyos, and dark curlod locks falling bonoath n
red cap such as sailors wear, and ovor a purplo
cloak, fnstoned with n brooch of gold. Thoro
wore threads of silver In bis curls, and bis
board wus llockod with while. His wholo
bonrt was following bis ovos, wntchlng first
for the blazo of tho Island beacons out ot tbo
darknoss, nnd, later, for tho smoko rising from
tho far-of- f hills. But ho watohod In vain : there
was nolthor light nor smoko on tho grny peak
that lay cloar against a field ot yellow sky.

There was no smoke, no Are. no sound ot
voices, nor cry ot birds. The Isle was deadly
etlll.

Astheyneared the coast, and neither heard
nor saw a sign of llfo. the man's face fell. The
gladness went out of bis oyos. bis features
grow oldor with anxloty nnd doubt, and with
longings for tidings of his home.

No man ever loved bis home more thnn he,
for this was Odysseus, the son of Lnertos who
of Borne is called Ulysses returned from his
unsung second wandering. Tbo wholo world
has beard tho talo of bis first voyage, how ho
was tossod for ten years on tho Ben after the
taking ot Troy, how ho reached homo nt last,
alone nnd disguised as a beggnr: how ho found
violenco in bis bouse, how ho slew his foos In
his own ball, and won bis wlfo again. But even
In bis own country he wns not permitted to
rost, for thoro was a curso upon him and n
labor to bo accomplished. Ho must wander
again till ho reached tbo land ot men who bad
never tasted! salt, nor ovor henrd of tho salt
soa There bo must nncrlflco to the Boa God,
and then, nt last, sot his face homeward. Now
bo bad endured that curso. bo bed fulfilled the
prophecy, he had nngorod, bv misadventure,
tho Goddess that wns his frlond. and alter

thnt havo nevor vet boon told bo had
arrived within a bowshot of Ilhnca.

Ho enmo from strongo countries from tho
Gates of tbe Sun nnd tho 'White Bock, from tho
Passing Place of Souls and tho pooplo of
Drenms.

But ho found bis own isle moro still and
strangoby tar. Tho realm of Breams was not
so dumb, tho Gntos of tho Sun wore not so still,
as the shores of tho familiar island beneath
tho rising dawn.

This story, whoroof tho substance was set out
long ago by Ho I. the instructod Egyptian
priest, tolls what ho found there, and tbo tnlo
of tbo last alventures of Odysseus, Laortos's
Bon.

The ship ran on and won tho n

haven. Bholtored from wind by two boa
of shoer cllfX Thoro sho sailed btralgh t

In, till tho leavos of tho broad ollvo treo at tho
head of tbo lnlot woro tnnglod In her cordage.
Then tho Wanderer, without looking back or
saying ono word of farewell to bis crow, caught
a bough ot tho ollvo treo with bis hand, and
swung himself ashore. Tbore be kneeled nnd
klsf od tho oarth, nnd, covering bis head within
his cloak, bo prayed that be might find bis
huuso at peaca, his wlfo door and true, and bis
son worthy ot blm.

But not one word ot his prayor was to bo
granted. The Qods give nnd take, but on tha
earth tbe Oods oannot restore.

Whon he roso from his knees bs glanoed
baok across the waters, but thoro was now no
ship In tho haven, nor any sign of a sail on all
the seas.

AndBtlll the laud was silent; not oven the
wild birds cried a welcome.

Tho Bun was hardly up, I men were scarce
awako. tbe Wanderer said to himself: and bo
set a stout heart to the sleep path loading up
tho hill, over the wolds, and across the ridge
of rock that divides tbe two masses of the
island. Up he climbed, purposing, as of old, to
Book the house of his faithful servant, tbe
swineherd, and laarn from blm the tidings of
bis home. On the brow of a hill ho stopped to
rout, and looked down on the bouse ot tho
bervnnt. But the strong oak palisade was
broken, no Biuoko came from the hole in tho
thatched roof, and, as he approached, tbo dogs
did not run barking, as sheep dogs do, at the
stranger. The vary path to the bouse was
overgrown, nnd dumbwltbgrass: even a dog's
keen ears could aenroely have beard a foot-sto- p.

Tho door of tbe swineherd's hut was open,
but nil was dark within. The Bidders had
woven a glittering web across the omptr black-
ness, a Hlgn that for many das no man bad
eutored. Then the Wanderer shoutod twice,
and thrice, but the only answer was tboocho
from the hllL He went In, hoping to And food,
oi poibapsn spark of lire sheltered undor the
dry leaves. But all was vacant und cold as
death

Tho Wnndoror came forth Into tho warm sun-
light, bot bis fnco to the bill again, and went ou
his way to thn city oi Ithaca.

He hiw the sou irom the bill-to- p glittering
ns ot soro. but there wore no brown ralla nf
Usher bo us o I tho sea. All tbo land t hut
should now havo wavndwith tho wlutocorn
wns isroiiu with tangled weeds. Half nay
down tho rugged path nna u giove of alders,
an I tho basin futo whloh tlio water llowod
front t, io nid fountain or the Nymphs But no
maidens wero llieie with theii Plti'hers; tbo
basin nnd greeu with mould; the
vnt''i sllpuod tluough tlieorev lees nnd hurried

to tho bo i 'I hero wero no oftnrlnge of way-
farers nigs, and pebblos by the woll; and on
tho ultar of tho Nymphs tho Hume had lng
Iwen cold. Tho vory nsbos wero covered with
grass, and n biancli ot Ivy hnd hidden tbo
stone ol sncillloe.

(in tlio Wnndoror pressed with nhenvy heart.
N tho high loof of bin own hn!1 and th
w I Jo fenced courts woro wltliiu III- - sight, nn I

bo hurried forw inl to know tbo word
Tons on ho kuw thnt the ro fs woiesmol.e-let- s

nnd all ihe ciurt was deoti In glass
Whole the altar of .oils hud stood in tho midst
of the tourt theio was now no altar but a
groat, gray mound, nut of earth but of white
dust mixed with black, (liar this mound tbo
grata prbkoJ up scantily, llko tblu bun on a
lepro'y

Then thn Wanderer liuddnrod, for out of tlio
grjty mound io id the charred bluek b nos
ol tiedi'iid. Hn drew usir, mid loi the wholo
heap was n' nothing o'ko thnn tho asheh .,!
man nnd women Heath hsd bt-- busv l""o,iierHtnsny peop'o bad pnrlsheil nf
They hud all l'cn cotistir r
fire, while thoy who ' we
ld, fi r there w h- -

doom gni ' nd

maBUkwaakWkmakwakMtwkmaaaa

nono enmo forth. Tho botiso was dead, llko tho
peoplo who had dwolt In it.

Then tho vVnndf ror paused whoro onco tho
old hound Argos bad welcomod him and bad
dlod lu that wolcomo. Thoro, unwolcomod, bo
stood loaning on his stnlT. 'then a BUddou
ray of tho Bun foil on somothlng that ullttorod
In tho heap, nnd ho touched It witb tho and ot
tho stnlT bo had in bis hand. It slid jingling
from the heat) It was n bono of a forearm,
nnd thnt vvhli.li glittnrod on It was n n

riug of gold. On the gold thoso characters
Weteongratod:

lkMMIOS ME IIOIirSRN.
(tcmallos made me)

At tho sight of thonrmlot tho Wnndorerfoll
ontliocnrth, grov oiling among tbo nshesof
tho pyro. for ho know tho gold ring which bo
had brought from Btihre long ago. for n gift to
bis wlfo Ponelopc. This was tho bracelet ot
tho brldo of his youth, and here, black, cal-
cined, baro. ntaockoryund u terror, woro thoso
kind nuns In which ho hnd lain. Thou his
strength was shaken with his sobbing, and his
bands clutched blindly before him. aud ho
gathered dust nnd cast It upon his bond till his
dark looks wore denied with tho ashosof bis
dearest, and ho longod to die.

Thoro ho lay, blllng bis own hands for sor-
row, nnd for wratn against God nnd Fnto.
Thero he lay while tbo sun in tho beavonn
smotohitn. aud he knew it not; while tho wind
of tho sunset ml i rod in bis hulr. and ho stirred
not. Ho could not evou shod ono toar, for this
was tho Borest of all tho Borrows that bo bad
known on the waves ot tho sea, or on land
among tho wnts of mon.

The sun fell nnd tho ways worodnrkenod.
Slowly tho eastern sky grew silver with tho
moon. A night fowl's voloo was hoard from
afar: It drew nearer: then through tho shadow
of tbo pyre the blnck wings buttered Into tbo
light, and tho carrlou bird flxod its talons and
Its boak ou the Wandorer's neck. Then ho
moved nt length, tossod up nn nrm. nnd
caught tbo bird ot darknoss by tbo nock nnd
broko it and dnsbad It on tho ground. Uls sick
heart was mad with tho little sudden onln. and
bo clutched tor tho knife In his glrdlo that ho
might slay himself, but he was unarmed. At
last bo rose, muttering, and stood In the moon-
light, llko a Hon In somo ruinous palace ot for-
gotten kings. He was faint with hunger and
weak with long lamenting, as be stepped with-
in his own doors. There be paused on that high
threshold of stone where once be had sat In tho
disguise of a beggar, that very threshold
whence, on nnotber day. he bad shot the shafts
of doom among the wooers of his wife and the
wasters ot blB home. Bnt now his wife was
dead: nil bis voyaging was ended here, and all
his wars were vain. In the wblto light tho
house ot his kingship was no moro than tbo
ghost of a home, dreadful, unfamiliar, ompty
of warmth and love nnd light. Tbo tables woro
fallen hero nnd there through tho long ball:
mouldering fragments of the funeral foast and
shattered cups and dishes lay in ono contu-
sion : the Ivory chairs wero brokon. and on the
walls tho moonbeams glistone i now and again
from oolntB of Btoel and blados ot bronze,
though many swords woro dark with rust.

But tbero In Its gloaming oase. lay ono thing
friendly nnd familiar. There lay tho Bow of
Uirytud, tho bow for which tbo great Horacles
had slain his own guest in bis own halls: the
aroadrul Dow that no mortal man but the Wan-
derer could bond. He was nevor used to carry
this precious bow with him on shipboard wion
ho went to tho wars, but It wus treasured at
home, the momorlat of a doar friend foully
slain. Bo now, when the voices ot tbe dog and
slave and child ami wife woro muto. tbero yet
enmo out of tho stillnoss n word ot welcomo to
the Wandorer. For this bow. which hnd
thrilled In tho grip of n god, and bad soatterod
the shafts of tho vencoauco of Heracles, was
wondrously made and muglcaL A spirit dwelt
within it Which knew ot things to come,
which boded tbe battle from afar, and there-
fore nlways before tho slaying of men the bow
sang straucely through tho nUhr, riievolco
of it wna thin nnd shrill n ringing und a sing-
ing of tho string nnd ot the bow. While tbo
wanderer Btood nnd looked on bis weapon,
hark I the bow bogan to thrill The sound was
faint at llrst, a thin nolo, but ns ho listoned the
voice of it in that silonco grew strong, angry,
nnd triumphant. In his ears nnd to his heart
It soemod that tho wordless ohant rang thus:

TUB EO.SU OF TUD BOW.

Keen and low
Doth the arrow star

TTe bona- - or the Bow.
The aound of the utrlnf.

Theehaftacryahrllllt us forth again.
Let us feed our nil

On the tlesh of men.
Greed) and lleet

Po we fly from far.
Like the birds that meet

For the reait of war,
Tin the air ot (lent

W 1th our h insa be stirred.
As It whirrs rroiu the lllght

or the ravening- - bird
Llko the llakts that drift

uu the snow wind a breath,
ktauy and t,wlft,

And wlnired ror death
Greedy an 1 feet,

Po we speed from far.
Like the birds tbut meet

tin tho bridgo or war.
Fleet as ghosts that wall,

v hsu tho dart atrlkes trne,
Po the swift shafts bail.

Till thev drink warm dew.
Keen and liw

Ho the tray shafts sing
The bong of the Bow

The aound of the string.

.This was the message of Death, nnd this wus
the llrst sound that had broken tho stillnoss ot
bis homo.

At tbe wolcomo of this music which spoke to
bis heart this muslo be had hoard so many a
time the Wandorer know that there was war
at hand. Ho know thnt tbo wlugsof his arrows
should bo swift to lly. nnd tholr Leaks of brons--
Bhould be whetted to tli Ink tho blood ot niou.
lie put out bis baud nnd took the bow, andtried tho string, and It unsworud shrill as thosong of tho swallow.

Then nt length, when bohoiid tho bowstringtwang to bis touch, tho fountains of bis sor-
row wore . tears cumo llko soft rainson a frozen land, and tho Wnndoror wapt.

When ho hnd bis fill of wooplng bo roso, forhunger drove him- - liungur that is of all things
tbe most shameless, being vtiotiger fur thnnsorrow or love or nny other desire. Tho Wnn-der-

found his way through tho narrow door
behind tho du'b, mid HtiimLling now and again
oyer fallen fragments or tlio homo which ho
himself bud bulit, lie went to tho liiuor, secret
storehouse. 1 von 'n' could seiueoly Ilnd tbodoor, for supllius of trees butt mown up nboutIt; vot ho found It nt bisu .Within the holy
well tho wntor was jet bubbling nnd bhlnlng
In tho moonlight over tlio fillver Hitud. ntulhoie. to i, thnio wild bloru of mouldeiiiig
grain, for tho, liouso had been abundantly
rbb when tbo grott plnguo fell upon
tho people wbili. bo was far iivvny. Hobo found
food in biitlHij bis liungi.i, after u bort nndnext ho gathered together out of his tru tsuio-ehe-

tho beautiful golden nimor of uubunnrPane. Bon of Priam ilie f Uso luvoof fair Helm,
'J lieso aims hnd Peen taken nt tho sack of Tioy.
nn j hadlnln li iigln ihetioibiiiy uf MenolntialiiM"irtii; but piindrt) ho hnd liven thoin to iidisseuB. thodenrobtot all his guests. Tlio I

W ntidorer el id bluiHi.i In ills gouton gear undtools the Hwi'nl eilled ' 1 iiryiilue , oi t uluono blndu with iiblivoi lull anil n blieinh ofIvory which nn fat ;rt bind u htriingir bud
I'lteiiblni. Alio uly tbo lovuuf lllo hud ionicbuor tu him now that ho li.id outou nu Idriinkand bad henrd thn r.i.n iho js..w, t, m irof Men. Ih. lived vol. mid hope livod luIilni though hi, home us iIoh.i mu nm! lnvveddodwif..viis dono and tlino was noiio toglto blm tldliiCH ol bis ono child, lelem n'litis.l.ven so lib. brut Miongln his heart, und Ii sbands would j.iep HI Innd Ii inn boniobleisIiikI to llio tity tif lihaia up I iiiudo tl on '

homo thorn. UUh- a Ii in k- - in the ion. ikon t -tof un fii,l. ..l the . , mi n . , . , hnns .11 inhn nrniin und ch mi ,.iii t.,v ,(. ,r i, , ,
btaud nr liju.'.'s nm ouno.i n, , ,, K,aabout Ii pah older in,iiltn lit) ,.i si, ,., ,,i, I
took In his bond h m.Mii i.uw.ilo Ho .1 ,

'Justus, which no oilnu man i m'd ii.ul. '

ho wont forth fr in tbo niim l m us,, uu..tbo moinllg'it w..t,l lorth furtin. IiibI iltmi.
foolB u-- of Its lord. U,m; has tint grass g ownoterltimd tbe hot wind niillod

CIIAP'IKH II
nn vp ros oy tiif. wiu.i ti iiKiini

i'i'?.l?.,!r!."',l'.,"!.t inl,'.,,t M "l0,ir "'"' "'"l "'""I:, '.' r.l!on by tl,.. lapiiug oi tbo
Wi.nsi!. ".A'."Uer."r wont down from his(.il''2w', .'.?."? d,.y " "" walking!...'., f4inil,.ci',,,f '0."ny light from tlio i

J1"" ."' Jl'Jt hy were nil us i

1, u,alr 0j tlow rounSM ttmi
- i

rtilnod, for. nfter tho tltgiic, i enrtlnunka IH
hnd Binltton tho c ly. 'J horn worn HIchasms In Iho road hor , , SJ Htluough rifts in tho wills of tl., lYousVth. Bmoon shono strangely, making HIshndowfl. At last tho Wandcr.-- r ro

ra-c- id

S. WJ
tbo Tcmplo of Athouo, HWt: hut tho roof had lallj, inHJtbo pillars, woro overset, nnd tha Hof wild thymo growing' in, the Iroffi
pavopient rosp whoro ho walked i0i ,,Hstood by tho door of tbo fane where be ht HI
burned so mnny a saorlllce a' louglb he snial Hnllght blazing from tho wliiduv fBltli HJ
ohapol by tho sen. It was tho Totuplu ami.rodito. tho Uuoen of I.ovo, and from thi rTnan Htlpor tho Bweot savor of inceiibo and the golden Hrushed forth till thoy were lost in He Hslivorof tho moonshlno ntul In tlio salt amaii Hof tho son U hither the Wnndoier v,dslowly, for his limbs wore swaying with weari
noBS. nnd he wns half in a dream othehi,l rw
himsolf cunningly In tho blindow ot a loni (Bi
nvenuo of myrtles, for bo guessed that 'ifgoa robbora vvero, keeping revel in tha M.forsaken ehrlno. But be hoard no sound iRof singing nnd no tioad of dancing feet !
within tho funo ot tho tloddess of rove- - IHtho sucrod plot of tho goddcBs and hor nbanels' IHworo allent. till nt last bo took courage drew 'Hnonr tbo doors, nnd entered tho holi i.laca. HBut In tho mil bronzo brazlors thois wro no aSfaggota bitrnlng.norwerothorotorchesllchteS HIn tho hands of tho golden men and maids the IHlmagos that stand within tho fano ot Aphrodite! IHlot. if ho did not dream nor tako moonllcht Hfor lire, the temple was bnthod in Mi iters of Hgold by a splendor or llnmo. None might see Its Hcentre nor Its fountain : It sprang neither from kH
the nlt.ir nor tho stntuo of the go bless but was Hevorywboro Imminent, n glory not of this Hworld, a flro untondod and unlit. And the Hpalntod walls with tho btorlcs of tho loves ot Hmen and gods, nnd the enrven pillars and the IHbeims, nnd tbo roof ot greon, woro bright with Hflaming Urol HAt this tho Wandorer was afraid, knowlnc Hthat an Immortal was at hand; for tho com ngs IHand tho goings of tho gods wero attended, i.s IHho hnd soon, by this wonderful light ofun- - Mearthly lire. So bo bowod his bond nnd lud his fmface as he sat by tho altar In the holiest ot the 'Jarlholy 6hrlno, nnd with his right band he --VZz
grasped tho horns of the altar. As he sat Sthoro. percbanco he woke, and porchance he svslept. Howover It was. it soomod to him that
soon there came a murmuring and a whisper-
ing of the myrtle leaves and laurels, and a
sound In the tops ot tbe pines, and then his
Jaco was fanned by n breath more cold than
the wind that wakes the dawn. At the touch
of this breath tbo Wanderer shuddored. an
tbo hair on his flosh stood up, so cold was thastrange wind.

Thero wns silence: nnd he board n voice, and
bo know that It was the voloo of no mortal, but
ot a goddess. For tho speech of goddesses
was not Btrange In his ears; be know-- tbo clar-
ion ery of Athene the cjueon ot Wisdom and
of War: and the winning words ot ilrce tlio
Dnughtorot tho Sun. and the swoot song ot
Calypso's volco. as sbo wovo with ber golden
shuttle at the loom. Hot now the words came
sweutor thnn the moaning of doves, more soft
thunEleop. Ho enmo the golden voice, whether
he woke or whether he dreamed." Odysseus, thou knowest me not. nor am I
thy lady, nor bast thou ever been my servant
'Whore is she, the cjueenoftho Air. Athene,
nnd why comost thon hero ns nisunpllant at
tho knoos ot tho daughter of Dlone I " M

Ho nnhwsred nothing, but be bowed bis hoad , J
In dooper sorrow. i?

The volco spake again: ivi" Bobold. thy house Is desolate : thy hoarth Is U
cold. Iho wild hare breods by thy hearth- - R;
stono. nnd tho night bird roosts benoath thy 1root tree. Thou hast neither child nor wife m
nor native land, nnd she bath forsaken thee- - M
thy Lady Athena. SInny a timo didst thou
Bacrlllce to hor tho thighs of klne nnd bheop.
but didst thou ever glvo so much us a pair of
doves to toe i Hath Bho loft tbee. ns tho Dawn P
forsook Tlthonus. bocauso there are now
threads ot6llvar In tho darkness of thy hair? 'Ib the wise goddess tickle ns n nymnth of the ',
woodland or tho wolls? I)oth she love a man vonlyfortbo bloom ot his youth l Nay I know jk
not; but this I know that on thee. Odysseus, )
old age will soon bo hastening old ag Unit Is M
pltiloss nnd ruinous and weary and weak 9ago that comotb on all mon. and that la hate- - w
fultotbo gods. Thoreforo, Odysseus, ere yet y
it be too late. I would bjw oven thee to my p
will, and hold theo for my thralL For I I
nm sho who conquers nil things living: (ious I
nnd beasts and mon. And hast thou thought r
thnt thou only abatt osonpe Aphrodite Thou
that bast nevor loved as I would have men
love; thou that hast never obeyed me for an
hour, nor ovor known the joy aud borrow tbut
nro mlno to give? lortbou didst but endure
the caresses of Clrco, tbe Daughter of the
Hun. and thou wort nwenry lu tho arms ot
Cnlrpso, and tbo boa King silnughtor came
nover to her longing. As for bor who is dead,
thy dour wlfo I'ouolopa. thou dld--- t love her
with n loyal heart, but never with n heart ot
flro. Nay. sbo was but thy companion, thy
housowlfe, and tlio mothor of thy child nho
was mingled with all thy memories of the Innd
thou lovust, mid bo thou gnvon hernllttlolovo.
But sho Is dand. and thy child, too is no more;
nnd thy very country Is as the ashes of a

hearth whoro onco was a camp of men. n
lint huvo all thy warn and wanderings won "

for thoo. all thy labors, and all Ihe adventures
thou hast aohloved' Tor what didst thou sectc
among the living and tho (load I Thou sought- - I

est that which all men seok-tli- oti soughtust 1

1'ki World's Detire, Thoy ilnd it not n. r babt
thou found It. Odysseus- - and thy friends are B

dead f thy land Is do.id . nothing lives but Hope. 1
But tho life that lies before tlioe Is noiv with-
out a romnnnt or tho old dins cvoi.t for the
blttornos-- , of longing and remombiiineii. Out
of this now llfo und tho unborn h mrs. ullt
thou n.'t glvo. whnt novor before lb .u gaveot,
ono hour to me. to be my borv.mt '

Tho voice, ns It Heomod. grewHn'ternndcnms
nearer till tho Wanderer hetrd It wlil-p- er in
bis veiy oar. nnd vvi.li thovol o. line a itivlne
fragrance. Tho breath of bor who spoko
Btfomo.t to tou.'h his nek. tbo lm mortal
tressosof tho goddess weto mingled with the
dmk curls of Ills hair

Tho volco spako iiL-t-ln

"Kay, iiilsnus, ill.lbt thou not once give mo
ono tlttlo hour Pour not. for thou not

mo ut this time but lilt th houd aud look
ou tho World's Pcire' '

Tluntho Wiindoior llftod b.s In 1 1, an 1 l.o
saw, its It were In a picture .r u i Mirror of tvJ5lironm, tho v Islon ol it gli I 'm was in .ro Ii in VoHF
mortal tall, mil thoug'i till In tholir-,- wer ""
of youth and ului si a ehl.d ni V",,M, .'iBoeinod d -- ) nu I "'
Aplirodliolier-ui- f may po luui" Inw ivi i

this !,. olitios- - hti n is nlliu m I gri. m
u joung blioot f u pi! i tn" an J
were on ioss nnd Inn" out as i hi ' t
bor he ids n born shining urn ' n "
Ii b' o woro I rlngliu vviuer lr. 'u "" wui-- .
ami behind hei wis tlio i illut .1 i i mo
tioo Then tin Wanderer ki.o v h nil I

saw her . nee iil'iIi. us bo h..d - on h r wn. n
In bis but bo id boh id ) uru.'jod ' i1 mirl
o b rlntb..r Mu: I'vn lur.M.s i.rn-l- .

-- parta uiidcaiiiodnivn thol I' I i .etus.
mul us liM.burlot wh ols il rh tlir.. ig 'bj
loi.l. I in t r, I o bid ii 'l lu i ti "nl r
vui fi i u tho nvi r I'1 or.. I ir v -
I. lllld I'll. .1.1 " I til" VO IK'S I1' a I

lii no lit Ii bi mi tula. I wn il ! - t j I t "
t oi w i nn i III n 11 i i "

S, bin ho In bong it I ..I i ' ' "
lli.t lle'onwiisgl en .11 "i ' ' ' .

"

0 Allotl-'- n bOll..f uu i" I b I '""
l.i cos of in in v might tnj Ii. -i n 1 ' ' ";
an I ilint there lulgiit bu.iiig lu'b or
u on In nftoi iluii' , ,

a ho behold thiivNlull of HMingl'' '
Wn . oinr t.". i.lew jmuii' g i n "

gi o I w ill thi eve. nnd I .vol v i '

liivo ofu bu), hIio molt. id . i n n

i. no in .t iMiu nu 'i T v hi ,

j" ill U bl" - 1. I ,'g 1.1 " I'
, i m .1 .lii ii i I brig t '
a vv pi ii tn tl "I I - t ' ii '
h . I wlili i. And i' o uu "

. in Hi" i i ii a i i v

Inl bin I wi'b mi i

b nii. Thou bo r." .'inbe...i ' v, i '

h i. . n lulu I'rov I i I nilii l i a ' '
A .ii s up ii v I hn u. i 'i ' '
ii g vutliiii iliob I I r .11 i ' . ' '

M'Ii.ijii mi I ' .v lb oi, I ii '
, m

I, I I i'Iio b.in .ill Ii' ' m
i i, in,! nr .io ... i i ;

in o r h ii ii i w ' '' , 1
i s i . , i i i i T,

I t III isl I.
. ' H . i .

l. .... s

I,. '41 'HI " ' '
gi.l.lji lie en i . i i i I u

biro to ioi k On Hem . nu I. il J
iju ti Cuh ' ' J
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Oostiveness 1
Becomes chronle, If tho proper modo of treatment Is not adopted. All harsh ,n,i ,Im.. H
purgatives only tend to weaken the bowels and render cure next to Imp mil io i) 0 , H
and most cilcctlvo aperleut Is Ayer's nib), the uso of which restores tbo rrguur m tmn'oi
tho bowels nnd strengthens tho wholo dlgostlv e canal. JM

Having been subject, ror years, to conillpa- - "lorycars 1 Imrlirensut Ic . ,llr ,, ifl
Hon, without belli ahlo to flqil much relief, I at and nervous headache.. nuiMi In f ., !laittrtcrt Ayer's Pills, and I deem It lioth a duty of the liver Attn taking t .tin,, ; , H
and a ttrimiro to tcstlfr that I have derived lme become (ouvlmcl that v.i.r, ..ft H
prest benent from their me. For over two years the bet Ihey Inwrialilr i ,t, , ,, "
pastl havn taken one ot tlirsc pills everynlcht liealtliy artlon In .1 viry blmr, i r ,, " H
before retiring 1 would not be without them." sure tny j stem rotsltn its t,,,,. i , ! ""
-- a V llontuan,:3i:.i!tMilnstCrUlle,l'a. uao of theio mil, thin v III, the ,r", tal ''

"I have found lu Ajer's Pills, an Invaluable medicine I hvvo ever tiled" II s .. ,.V fl
remedy for constipation, biliousness, nnd kin- - Welnui, Tom "t.
ilrnl tlliorders. perul'ar to miasmatic localities. "When I fool the nre.lnf i , jit 41l , .. afl
Taken In unvll and frequent iln.os, these rills Ayer's I'ilM.nnil flint limit t it i r, ,

' " H
act vrell on the liver, aiding It In throwing oft than nnyolherinireatlveiiicdii.u,t efll
malarlsl poisons, ami restoring the natural Ortibb, Ilurvvcllvllli-- . u. H
jotters. I could not tllsjiensc Willi the use of "I can recoiniiiml Avrr'i I u. a' a it Hi
Ajer's Pills " -- C F Alston, Quitman, Texas. others, lisvlng long prnvel tnr ,4 , ,, fl

" For ten yoirs I was troubled vrltb constlpa- - cathartic for tnjvclf aud tut-i- l j , i fl
lion, and, until I hoem to tako AVer's nils, Lclthsvlllc, P.t ' fl
could nnd no reliable icmedy. A few boxes of "ForelRlit yean I was anuuM wlih r n.Mr. Hi
Aycr'a l'llls Invo entirely cured this chronlo tlou.wblchallant liccium Imi1 ii itti e,i, Hi
ailment." J. (1 l'eckhatn.Osawatomle, Kamas. could do no morn f.ir mc II i n I I t "t '! H"I Pnd no remedy for constipation equal to Ayer's l'llls, aud am, nthctmnii. leiuvemithaif Hi
Ayer's l'llls, and I should not consider my uicdl. natural and regular acllnii.BntlMt now 1 km l Hi
due chest coiiip'ctowlthoiitthein."-Ca- pt. J. II. cxrellent bealth. To all vthu itrr ttlln

'" H
lllake, Steamer Itirhset,ew Vork city. Ilvetiess, I can cnnildetitlj terminal i .!, H

To cleansoaml tone the stomach, use l'llls "William II Dfl.aULCtl, Duuet, cut. HIAyer's X?llls, I
Prepared bj DR. J. C. AVER & CO., Lowell, Miss. Sold bj all Druggists and Others In 1',tim. M

laavs


